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we had overhauled and passed our rivals in the
race, and were off the Start. Captain Williams
was serving a tot all round, in a propitiatory act,
hoping to lower the masts of the next astern deeper
beneath the horizon, and to keep them there till
he was off Blackwall Point. He then found he
wanted to show me a letter, testimony to the work
of his ship, which he had received that voyage
from his owners. Where was it ? The missis
knew, and he looked over his shoulder for her.
But she was not there.

They must have been the days to live in, when
China was like that, and there was all the East,
and such ships, and men who were seamen and
navigators in a way that is lost. As the old
master mariner, who had lived in that time,
would sometimes demand of me : What is the
sea now ? Steamers do not make time, or lose
it. They keep it. They run to schedule, one
behind the other, in processions. They have
nothing to overcome. They do not fail, and
they cannot triumph. They are predestined
engines, and the sea is but their track. Yet it
had been otherwise. And the old man would
brood into the greater past, his voice would